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CUPS OF ILLUSION 


From this tower room above the wall 
I have watched the sunworn city 
And the sea. 
I have seen the Laas 
Drain the streets 
Of light and sound, 
The days shrivel to thin sheets 
Of wrinkled silver 
On the tide. 
{ have seen men come 
And go, as lightly brushed, 
As unremembered as leaf shapes 
Tangled in a blur of grass. 
I have made cups 
With chisel and fire and stain; 
I have made cups — 
- Amethyst, silver, and gold — 
Emerald, agate, and bronze; 
I have made cups for pride 
And cups for a woman’s heart; 
I have made cups 
For the altars of God, 
And cups for perfume and wine; 
Ivory, iron, and clay — 
Red cups for feasting, 
And cups for sacrifice, 
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CUPS OF ILLUSION 


Turquoise cups for a birthday, 
Ebony cups for dice, 

Cups of crystal 

To pay for a bride, 

And delicate cups for tears. 


My cups were the pomp of kings 
And the solace of lonely men... 
(Chisel and fire and crimson, 
Sapphire and purple and pearl!) 


But I knew as I burned and painted 
The world on beautiful cups, 

That the world was a painted curtain 
Cheating the artist’s eyes; 

I knew that the rainbow curtain 
Hid a thing past all surmise. 


Still I carved and burned and copied 
On opal and copper and blue, 
Wings, and the glory of women, 
And clouds, 

And fishes, 

And ships... 


I knew that beyond the curtain 
Was a world of final surprise — 
Pure and poignant and perfect, 
Passing all men’s surmise. 
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CUPS OF ILLUSION 


So I said as I chiseled and carved 
The world in scarlet and clay, 

I can see what is there on the curtain, 
Painted and seeming to stir; 

But I know that behind the delusion 
Are the things that really move. 


I shall mock the thin confusion 

Of this imaged veil of deceit; 

I shall make a new cup of illusion 

From a dream quite strange and complete. 
I shall use not a bird, not a flower, 

Not a sign from this world of defeat. 


Then out of my deepest knowing 

I made a new shape for a vase. 

I fashioned and moulded and carved 
A new line of a consummate grace — 
A new shape, 

A new, lucent color — 

And wings that shadowed a face. 


Out of my deepest knowing 
I painted a curious glowing, 
A light of imagined sea, 
But never a river flowing, 
Or even the ardent going 
Of birds that ever could be. 


CUPS OF ILLUSION 


Then every one could see 

A flame of figures curl and twine 
About the stem; 

And every one could see 

A brilliant wine that seemed to fill 
It to the brim, and shine. 


Each saw a thing most different 
Engraved upon the side; 

Each saw a special vision 

And looked again and cried: 
Some said it was a thing of ill — 
Some said it was divine. 


But not again was any certain 
If this world be not a curtain 
Brocade with things 

That seem to move, — 

Or if there were a face 

Upon the cup, 

Shadowed with wings. 


Looking down 
From this room above the town 
I watch the days 
In long retreat, 
And men upon their ways 
Along the street. 
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They are like leaves across a floor, 
Like phantoms flitting past a door, 
As lightly brushed, 

As unremembered, 

As bird shadows on the grass. 


GARGOYLE OF NOTRE DAME 


I watcu them shuttle and weave and run 
Like dust before a wind: 

Boats on the water, 

Leaves on the bank, 

And men on the streets and square. 
Leaves and snow and leaves again, 

And men. 

Boats to the sea, 

Leaves to the wind, 

Men to gibbet and wheel — 

To thrones, 

To bed, 

To Pére Lachaise. 

Muddy tracks in the snow, 

And blood on the wheel, 

And rotting leaves on the tiles — 

The wind and rain will sweep them away 
As a soft curled plume might sweep 
Flecks from a silken gown. 


Shuttle and weave and run — 
Boats to the sea, 

Leaves to the wind 

And men to Pére Lachaise. 


THE ARTIST 


Wuat would you do — 

If you had ear and brain attuned superbly 

To all the iridescent humming-birds of faint 

And delicate overtones 

That play like spirit flames 

Above the music? 

Suppose your eyes could see 

What mine see when a little wind passes, 

And all the garden is suddenly barred and 
starred 

With flying color. 

Suppose the tilting planes of dogwood bloom 

In the green spring mist of young leaves. 

Caught your breath as though a hand 

Held your throat — 

Or that the red haw veiling herself in May 

Kept you awake at nights 

Remembering her bridal look. 

Oh, suppose this world of nuances, 

Opal-soft and frail and swift, 

Were for you a reality more hard 

Than things you call reality, 

And you lived always among the deaf and 
blind — 

What would you do? 


THE POET TREE 


THERE is no whisper in the air, 

No games of running light and shade 
In the hot court; 

White noon drops straightly down, 
And shadow-blots 

Lie about the trees 

Like fallen garments. 


Alone among the garden trees 
An aspen, 

Tuned to some hidden currents 
Of the air, 

Twists to a taper 

Of silver fire. 


The greater trees 

Wait some touch of rain 

Or moonlit wave of wind 

To break their inexpressive hour 
And give them voice and gesture. 


But in this daylight commonplace 
In dust and heat, 
The aspen stands apart 
And, stirred by the wind-tides 
Of a dream, 
Makes itself into a rhythmic shimmer 
Like a morning sea. 
Io 


PLACE OF THE WIND 


THERE is a wind up here, 
and the crooked trees 
crawl along the rocks 
groping and straining 

for foothold 

and fingerhold. 


Vast lights surge west — 
pause, 

surge east again 

and sink... 

The furious headlands flame. 


Summer delays 

in all the guarded valleys: 
the jagged knives of cold 

are whetted on the height... 


Your way led there 

where rustic roads pace silently, 
and bonneted hollyhocks 

stare amaze 

at every passer-by. 


My way led here. 

I must stay to see — 

to see the whole glitter of night 
II 


CUPS OF ILLUSION 


from smoky edge to smoky edge 
of the last reach of sight. 

I must watch the whole deep sea 
of blue to-morrow — 

watch the last fretful step 

of the last small wave. 


‘These winds 

will shred the kneeling trees 
like grass: 

and I who try to stand — 
my one cry slips 

from the slanting ledge 

like a wasted leaf 

in the steel-sharp laughter 
of a cataract. 


NENIA 


Tears for your pink, curled hands — 
They must strain to hold 
The smoke-thin garments of a dream. 


Tears for your still eyes — 
They must be pierced 
By the keen blades of beauty. 


Tears for your flower feet — 
They must bloom like first spring 
On wintry plains. 


Tears, tears for your eyes, 


And pink, curled hands, 
And blossom feet — tears! 
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HEDGES 


Herpces have good manners, 
imposing order... 


Things grow straight 

and keep in place 

and breeds don’t mix. 
White buds stay white, 
and red stays red, 

with no indecent streaking 
in the flower. 


Cedars have room to shape themselves 
rotundly... 

There are shears for vines 

that rise by easy handholds. 


But even a garden remembers... 
remembers the thick choking, 

the strangling climbers 

blossoming scarlet above tense quivers. 


Oh, the long straight rise to the sun! 

Oh, the rough winds from the snows!... 
the trampling, the crowding, 

the wild sap, 

the unhampered seeding! 
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- HEDGES 


Hedges have good manners... 
things grow in rows. 

Weak things bloom free — 
certain slow and strong things 
wait the gardener’s passing. 


INCONSTANT COASTS 


YEAR after year 

I have seen the spring 

Spread like a green tide 

Through the woods; 

I have watched its waves 

Shatter at tree-top to thin leaves, 
And foam in sudden flowers: 
Year by year the exquisite frailty 
Of fluttering spray 

And quick-melting petals — 
Year by year 

All that eager questing wearies: 
Year by year green and foam settle and sink 
And sweep back again 

To the depths 

From whence they came. 


I have seen the clouds arise, 
Day after day, 
At behest of genii builders of the sky; 
I have seen them sway and struggle 
Toward an ultimate perfection — 
Incredible and still unguessed. 
Day by day they break 
And the ocean whirls their color 
In its dark — 
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INCONSTANT COASTS 


Strewing their fragile splendor 
Twinkling on the sand. 


... And the stars: 

Nightly they move 

From violet pavilions 
Seeking their final station — 
Their terminate design: 

All the bright confusion 
Trailing on the way 

Of some far fulfillment. 


It is a restless river. 

Or a sea — 

Spring and clouds and stars — 
Whose tides draw ever and ever 
From silver-light infinity 

To these inconstant coasts, 
Striving to mould some shape 
Unknown to us, 

Striving to sound some music 
Strange to us; 

But the moving crystal breaks — 
Turns back — 

And all along the rocks are shells, 
Delicate pale shells 

Whose fantasy 

Hints of fairyland, 

Whose faltering slight music 
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Tells of ceaseless thunder 
In the deep. 


It is a restless, changing river, 
Or a sea — 

Clouds and spring, 

And stars. 


“A SOUND OF A GOING IN THE TOPS 
OF THE MULBERRY TREES...” 


THERE is a sense of journeying 
upon the trees. 


So many yellow sails are set — 
so many red! 


There is a hush that waits 

on signals — 

a silence leaning toward the moment 
when the trees shall sound 

and all the leaves flutter and go. 


The days gather like colored leaves 
upon the hills. 


An empty sail unfurls 
and fills. 


There is a sound of passing — 
the bugles of departure blow! 
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HIGH TREES 
THERE is unprisoned day up there: 


the even flow of level lights, 

the passing of the wilder rains, 

the perfect circle of the world — 
these, and the longer ride with sun, 
the earlier tryst with stars, 

the virgin silver of the moon! 


It must be well to hear. 

the broken song of trampled dust, 
the long complaint of streets, 
soothed to uncertainty — 

Earth’s weaving flutter laid aside 
like a folded fan. 


See how deeply their lifted breasts 
are stirred! 

See how the highest leaf 

fingers a star! 
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ROADS 


THERE are roads through the trees that the 
birds know, h 

Roads through the high trees. 

All day the red and blue and green streaks 

Travel the roads on the grave affairs of birds — 

Gay wings in the sun, 

And strange white wings in the dark. 


There are roads in the sea that the fish know; 
And all the years long the light quiver of fish 
Speeds through the roads of the sea, 

Speeds the stern business of fish — 

Life, and the business of life, and death. 


There are roads through the peaks 

That the winds know — 

Roads through the stars that the world knows; 
And my thoughts have roads 

Where only my thoughts may go. 

Under the tumbling sea, 

And out through the sagging net of the stars, 
Through the broken net of the stars, 

My thoughts go out, like the birds, 

And the winds and the quivering fish, 
Toward life and death. 
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EDGES 


EpcEs are more beautiful than anything — 
Edges | 
Where the quiet deep shallows into loveliness, 
Where the clouds feather to wavering silver, 
And color kisses its brighter self, 


Life is most whitely light 
Where its low edge 

Melts in the still pool of death, 
As the sky-rim sinks 

In a moon-filled sea. 
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NETS ON THE WATER 


I HAVE spread nets where the illusion of the 
waters trembled: I have laid silver 
cords where the scarlet ribbon of swift 
fishes flitted like firebirds in the waving 
branches of trees. 


I have flung snares of wide nets on a floating 
moon: I have sunk twining nets in the 
green forest ways of the sea. 


Thave strung loops of strong nets for the quick 
waters of rivers: I have dropped thin 
nets for the shadows of clouds on still 
pools. 


The strong nets broke the face of the moon, 
and the silver pieces were cast on the 
waves: the small nets cut the shadows 
of clouds and their darkness hung like 
wet grass on the threads. 


The waters are twisted and bent: the fish that 
were firebirds in the branches hide in 


the dark. 


My nets dry on the sand. The years are a 
wind upon them. The face of the moon 
is dark in the sea. 
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THESE GOLD LEAVES 


THESE gold leaves — 
were the leaves in Lesbos more gold? 
Were they brighter gold? 


And the winds coming upon Chios — 
did they bend more softly 
remembering Sumerian maidens? 


Oh, cloud-white breast! 
Beat softly here in my arms — 


Were the feet of ecstasy more swift 


in the tinkling gardens 
of Amorgos? 
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TOWARD THE WIND 


THERE is no laughing 
of breezes — 

the glee of leaf dancing 
vanishes. 

The soft curling 

of young waters 

is NO more. 


Is there a bright colored place 
for joyance, 

or a pansied place 

to drop petals? 


Is there kindness of sun 
in open gardens?... 


Beloved, 
we will approach the winds! 


We will speak quietly 
like sober waters 
under steep coasts, 
nor remember 

rose of apple-bloom. 


Look back again — 
is there one bird wing 
in the craggy cedars? 
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SMOKY PURPLE 


Now is purple, 

and a strange shrillness 

of yellow — 

yellow like very young green. 


Why does October wear hues 
of April? 

Are not her eyes smoky 

with memory? 

Is not the odor of death 
acrid upon her? | 


Distilled remembrances 

clustered in the dark pools 

of her eyes — 

are they not better than dreams? 


Has spring such warm breasts? 
Is not her brown savage mouth 
sweet like late honey — 


honey of goldenrod and nettles? 


Has spring such sweet honey? 
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POPPIES 


My words flash over you 

and beat upon you 

like crystal fringes of the rain 
on the stately fire 

of unquenchable poppies. 


My words circle and search 
and drink of you 

as bronze, importunate bees 
drink the bitter of dreams 
from the fire cups 

of indifferent poppies. 


My words clasp and sing 
and fold over you 

as leaf darkness sinks 

and folds on the proud scarlet 
of imperial poppies. 
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HOMESICKNESS 


THERE is a place so far away, 
almost it seems never to have been. 
There are dull rocks 

and the-brown flanks of barren hills. 
There a listless stream 

waits in the shallows 

nor desires the sea. 

Old walls are rooted deep, 

and gaunt houses sit upon their haunches 
like starved animals — 

sometimes their hollow windows 
show a wolfish gleam 

in the heavy dark. 


But I am kin to it. 
The old wife hills — 
I am close kin to them. 


Here the cloudy light 
circles on crystalline peaks, 
and the soft fall of satin petals 
stirs wide eddies of perfume 
in the emerald pools 
of walled gardens. 
Here the delicate accent 
of bright waters, 
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HOMESICKNESS 


and the cadenced music 
of a gentle tongue 

float upon the air 

and curl into silence 

as quiet sunlight 

fades in deep rivers. 


The grapes have purpled many times 
against that wall. 
I know the fountain’s legend now 


by heart: 
the story of this gracious land 
is told. 


Those harsh, time-eaten hills, 

like peasant women, stooped and shawled, 
they crouch as though to warm themselves 
together, | 

and wait, as peasant women wait, 

for their own sons. 


I must go back to them — 
I must go back! 


THE RETURN 


I HAVE been very conscious of the hills 
warming their soft round backs 
in the April sun, 
and of the lights and winds 
flowing like tides about them. 
I have felt their capa 
with my hands, 
and have been very close 
to all the little life 
busy beneath the mosques and tents 
of grass and dandelions. 
I have looked up from these 
to the unimaginable greatness 
of the clouds 
journeying beyond the slopes. 
_ I have watched the twinkling rain 
hurry through the orchard, 
and have seen the apple blossoms - 
wink away the drops. 
I have been silent as a tree with trees 
when wood and earth were close 
in the intimacy of winter. 


Some day I shall vanish from the town 
as a face vanishes from a mirror: 

then I shall go back 

and be one with sun and shadow 
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THE RETURN 


on a pebbly bank — 

the brown wall turns there, 
makes a corner where the leaves 
hide from the wind in autumn. 


When April comes 

something will whisper 

“He is here again,” 

and half blown buds will nod 

and run with long stemmed grasses 
and blossom and break at hilltop 
like a foaming wave. 


MEMORY 


To-pay your words 
are like pale marble 
under leafage 

in green courts. 


Their wings 

take shape of flight, 
but leaf blue 

moves upon them, 
and their shadows 

are tangled with grass. 
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GOD 


I soMETIMEs spend week-ends in Heaven, 
And so I know him well. 

Most times he is too busy thinking things 
To talk; 

But then, I like his still aloofness 

And superior ease. 

I can’t imagine him in armor, or in uniform, 
Or blowing like a windy Cesar 

Across the fields of Europe, 

Or snooping in my mind 

To find what I am thinking, 

Or being jealous of the darling idols 

I have made. 

If ever that slim word — aristocrat — 
Belonged to any one, it is to God. 

You should see him steadying the wings 
Of great thoughts starting out 

On flight — 

Very like a scientist trying a machine. 
Patrician, cool, in a colored coat 

Rather like a mandarin’s; 

Silver sandals — quite a picture! 

I can’t see him 

Fluttering in wrathful haste, 

Or dancing like a fool. 
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I don’t go there often — 

Only when I’m at my best. 

I save up things: 

Pictures of the sea wild with white foam, 
Stories of engines beating through the clouds, 
News of earth in storm and sun. 


He’s fond of being entertained 

With what I choose to tell him of myself — 
Very kind about to-morrow, 

Indifferent of yesterday. 


He’s like that — 

God in his Heaven — alone. 

I know, for I made him, put him there 
Myself. 


TOO MANY WORDS 
Too many words between us: 


They come down like a murky rain. 
They cut you off from me; 

They shut me off from you. 

A rain loaded with soot 

from other people’s chimneys — 

it’s on our faces — 

on our hands. 

We keep trying to get out of the rain. 


Let’s get out of this splash 

of other people’s words. 

Let’s go some place 

where a silence is clear between us — 
perhaps we can see each other then. 


‘Too many words come down between us. 
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SEA, SKY, AND SAND 


THIN strip of bright-edged blue — 
All the sea world narrowed 

To a dagger thrust, 

Sharp across mid-light of day. 


Below, warm body of recumbent sand: 
Above, white soul of rising cloud. 
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A LOVER PAINTS A SILK FAN 


Tue lanterns are lit — 
Oh, garden of many moons! 
My soul seeks a star. 


Snow-cold cloud floating; 
The sea embraces its image. 
You are far and high. 


The chrysanthemum 
Opened its heart to the wind. 
My songs are all spent. 


Sky moon and lake moon 
Moving ever together — 
My soul follows you. 


The wind never rests; 
It is in love with the moon. 


Why am I breathless? 
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One leaf at tree top 
Whirls in the still evening. 
Lone love cannot rest. 


No one touched the strings; 
Did the harp sing in the breeze? 
Love wakes at a thought. 


THE DEEPER SEAS 


I 


For now are wider ways, profounder tides: 

_ I feel an even wind against my face — 
Infinite, level wind from clear sea-space, 

And longer rhythms as the free ship rides 
The slower surge of foam against her sides. — 
The very moon-sail feels the steady race 

Of blue cross-currents from some alien place, 
And sweeps its lofty arc with greater strides. 


These are the deeper seas — the lonelier 
roads — 

Where only the far-sailing ships go out 

Alone — the stronger ships, that sailing free 

Of little voyages and little loads, 

Go boldly on with no land-looking doubt 

Through the increasing seas to yet more sea. 
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THE DEEPER SEAS 


II 


OutTsiDE the reef the sun slants under deeps 

Where clouds stream purple patches on the 
blue, 

And swimmers stain like glass in striking 
through. 

My curious gaze gropes slowly down those 
steeps : 

As down a stair, and there the green dark 
creeps 

Like other stranger sea across the view, 

Disperses vision and engulfs all clue 

To some quite certain peace the dimness 
keeps. 


There lie, perhaps, all answers, ultimate . 
Decisions, and the sum of all delight. 

There lies, perhaps, the willing last retreat 
Of things that were with knowledge satiate — 
And victories — claiming the final right 

To know the priceless wisdom of defeat. 
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SEQUENTIALS 

Ir there were tendrils then of mordant pleasure 
Whose subtle windings led into the dark 

To trace a blasphemy upon the ark 

Which was to house a white eventual treasure, 


It may explain a pausing to remember 

How sinuously the lines approached the moon 
And blossomed secretly — a red cartoon 

Of harvestings appropriate to September. 


I can believe an inner attestation 
Continuing parallel with outward life 
Derived direction from that hidden strife 
And thereby moves to final consummation. 


It would be curious to try their measure 

When simple first and last things may be seen, 
And find them there unbroken still, and green, 
- Those buried tendrils of an ancient pleasure. 


4! 
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IN THE WAKE 


How quiet was my sea, 

How still my boat! 

Leaning, I could smile 

Into my own unclouded eyes. 


You passed: 

The tall masts of your ship 

Bent to higher winds than stirred 
These levels where my single sail 
Hung blossom white 

Below the moon. 


And now my frail boat 

Strains to a far horizon; 

The broken mirror of the sea is black 
And filled with whirling stars! 


45 


WHERE ROCKS WAIT 


I co gallantly enough 

Through great empty hours, 

Through the heroic loneliness 

Of afternoons along the mountain sides: 
The dreaming peaks are kin, 

And the clouds, 

And the grape-blue shadows 

Musing through green tree-waves 

Like floating islands. 


I can watch the marching fires of the days 
Sink in blue smoke-smother 

Or rise again in far ranging red — 
Trampling the stars. 


But in the little unexpected minutes 
Of familiar needs 

When I turn toward you 

With unthinking talk, 

Or question — 


Then is there instant wildness 
In my heart, 
As when an even current 
Leaps suddenly upon black rocks 
And cries, 
And breaks its mirrored heaven 
In a shrieking pit. 
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WINTER BURIAL 


Eartu, will you be kind to her? 

I give her back.... 

Will your clumsy rocks and clay 
Break her silk and pearl and ivory 
To dust?. 


..- Or shall I see a little creeping flush 


Of first flowers along that slope 
Next spring? 
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A LAST WORD 


You are under coffin glass 
to-day. 


So soon! 

It seems we must have run 
through all the days, 
breathlessly, 

to be here — so soon. 


And the gay winds 

that sped with us 

down the slanting roads — 
they huddle back. 

The motion, the tending, 
the flight — 

still like stars in deep water. 


To-night you keep your tryst 

with earth. 

Will you remember — 

in the vast ecstasies of silence — 
will you remember that other night 
in April? 

And remembering, will the cool dark 
thrill for you 

as quiet waters thrill 

at goldfinch flight above them? 
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A LAST WORD 


Oh, you must remember! 

Can you hear me whisper it again — 
can you — 

against your coffin glass? 


PAUSE 


Tue wind blows to-night 

as though you had not been: 
It goes somewhere, 

knowing eagerness, 

and quest. 


The moon 
paces the sky 
with languid ease. 


The earth’s unhurried wheel 


turns -— 


holds steady place 
in the unbroken chain 
of stars. 


Only the tall candles 

in this room 

mark pause — 

mark pause 

and match the white stillness 
of your folded hands. 
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WHEN THE WORLD GOES HOME — 


Tue sky remembers when a bird has passed 
And little wing-shaped waves forever flow 
Both east and west; as when the great sails go 
To Spain, the foam along their track is cast 
On shores most far away. Then when at last 
The world, like bird, like ship, goes home and 
slow 

Tides sink; will rest above the air, below 
The sea, a wave of wing, of sail-bent mast. 


And shall I think your last frail breath can be 

More frail, more lost than these by air and 
sea? 

I wait to hear your last unfinished words 

There at the haven of immortal birds, 

There at the harbor of immortal ships, 

Your quick warm breath again upon my lips. 
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TRIPTYCHON 


I 


How golden slight those wings 
That play around your head, 
And playing, circling, make 

A crown above you! 


How hollow these, and vast, 
And wild with storm, 

That darken over me — 
How am I blown 

Along the wind! 


II 


O dream face and wonderful: 
Together we have watched the day 
Set golden sails, | | 
Move down the sea and darken 
Deathward. 


O eyes, sea-distance blue and rare: 
We have matched the hills in vision, 
Looked out from peaks 
Where the world’s up-curving breast 
Meets the down bending sky. 
Strong willed and willful, 
We have waited 
On the storm-racked nuptial heights. 
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TRIPTYCHON 
Ill 


Then I must go alone? 

And there will never be again 
Flutter of spring 

Or hand of God 

Warm about us in the night? 


The hurling seasons bellow upon me 
Like emptiness on the dying senses 
Of the crucified. 


... flutter of spring — nor hand of God! 


“SO GREAT A WORLD OF 
BEAUTY fine 


So great a world of beauty died with you: 


In your eyes 

the last running edge of fire 

is ice and gray — 

blue worlds of mystery and fétes 
where storms and lightnings 

and suns and meteors 

kept faith and festival, 


So great a world of beauty died with you: 


In coming springs 

I cannot see wistaria bloom 

along the wall; 

I must be blind to all that crimson rain 
of roses on the trellises, 

nor know when grape leaves break 

in pink and green and yellow puffs 
above the slopes. 


I must forget so many songs — 
. they would wield too sharp a sword 
should I recall at once your voice, 
imperial and gold. ° 
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SO GREAT A WORLD OF BEAUTY... 


And I must say farewell to many books, 
to many pictures, 

and to many ways 

in old-world city streets. 


I suppose red suns will light the towers 
of other cities not like this, 

and the sea’s distance 

will hold again a magic 

for my eyes — 


But, oh — 
how great a world of beauty died with you! 
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GARDENS ON THE SANTEE 


Tue river folds 

about the terraces 

where the afternoon 
stretches its shining length 
and sleeps. 


Walled in by hedges 

the pools of perfume deepen, 
fed by hidden springs 

of jasmine 7 

and grass-tangled roses. 


I have come too late. 
A fovely play is over, 
and the stage is empty. 


But I have heard, 

as one half hears, half dreams, 
last sounds of festivals 

at the distant turn 

of some long avenue; 

I have heard 

the brittle sound of brocade 
and the gay passage 

of red and silver heels 
behind azalea banks; 

I have heard | 
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CUPS OF ILLUSION 


the tournament of swift hoofs. 
along the road, 

and the slow circling sound 

of negro boat songs 

from the hidden river bend. 


All day I have gone softly 
through every leisured curve 

of every path 

hoping to surprise some prospect 
still fresh from the presence 

of those eager players 

of the play. 


Now — | 

the river’s cloudy deep 

brims purple, 

and I find at garden’s end 

a fallen rose tree 

holding up one moon-white bloom, 
while overhead 

the mourning flags of moss 

salute the pomp of silence 

and of night. 


MAGNOLIA GARDENS 


(CHARLESTON, SouTH CAROLINA) 


THE country’s death 

Lies stretched in soft decay — 
Gray, mottled green, 

And iridescent purple. 


This sudden, thick, unearthly flame 
Of flowers is too violent; 

It feeds on some dark stain 

Deep in the soil — 

A stain that seeps sometimes 

Into the black lagoons, 

Whose horror is not wholly hid 

By creeping swirls of pale wistaria petals 
Dripping through the Spanish moss. 
The white azaleas are too white 

To hold the slightest flow of life 

In their waxed whiteness.— 

Too much like ringless hands 
Under a coffin glass. 


The hard clash of crimson on magenta 
Is a warning discord — 

See the shattered red 

Trickling across the sand! 


These swinging creepers 
Whisper at my throat 
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CUPS OF ILLUSION 


Like strangling cords; 

Those soft-fingered roots 

Would pry bone from bone 

To feed that arch of vine 
Threading its scarlet 

~ ‘Through the high magnolia trees. 


I must go out from this smother of stillness; 
I must feel some breath of air 

Blowing across cool grass, 

And see leaves moving! 


GOOSE CREEK 


Waite rolling sky above, 
Bright sky under boat. 


Sun under sun — 
April shine and river shine, 


The wispy water grass 
and flat lily leaves 
ravel out to nothing 
on a lost horizon, 

like thin layers _ 

of fantastic cloud 
streaking mid-space 
in a double heaven. 


Twin lines of wild geese 
converge — 

their yearning cries 

turn and re-turn 

in the globe 

of green and crystal blue. 
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A CHARLESTON GARDEN 


I Love old gardens best — 
tired old gardens 
that rest in the sun. 


There the rusty tamarisk 

and knotted fig trees 

lean on the wall, 

and paper whites break rank 

to wander carelessly 

among tall grasses. 

The yellow roses 

slip from the trellis, 

and the wistaria goes adventuring 
to the neighboring trees. 


The forgotten comfort 

of the wilderness comes again. 
The legend of the twisted walks 
is broken, 

and the marble seats are green 
like woodland banks, 
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INLAND WATERWAYS 


Our boat slips seaward, 

On each side flat islands turn 
Like ponderous wheels 

And lock toothed edges 

On the narrowing river 

Back of us — 

Giant disks 

Crushing the gold flutter of water 
To marsh stillness. 


65 


CAROLINA APRIL 


THE sacrament of spring — 

Discant of surfaces, 

A silver net on the black seethe 

Of waters, 

The scurry of hyacinths 

On hidden tides of earth, 

Pallor of moon-wrenched cactus bloom. 


The smother of pinched strings, 

The rack of silence, 

The thin cruelty of harmonics: 
These are the flesh wrung verities — 
Discant of ancient agonies. 
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OCTOBER 


HEART-SHAPED yellow leaves 

on thin brown switches 

pointing upward like taper flames 
in windless naves. 


Yellow leaves among the green 


like gold coins 
deep in old fountains. 
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FOUR CINQUAINS 


SOMETIMES 

the four great winds, 

in very mockery, 

look upon earth cities, and build 
the clouds. 


71 


FOUR CINQUAINS 


II 


I, Too, 

must love a star, 

like the defeated sea, 

and storm high cliffs to fall again 
in song. 
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FOUR CINQUAINS 


Hil 


THE world 
journeys alone 
on her long empty road, 


nor dreams herself ... sea, cloud and wind... 


a star. 


73 


FOUR CINQUAINS 


IV 


THE white 

butterfly moon 

circles the flower world: 

the stars, gold eloquent high birds, 
fly far. 
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ESCAPE 


I HAVE made gardens: 


I would escape the sea, 

Save as a ghostly music, 

Slight as the stir of new leaves” 

In spring, 

Breaks against the walls. | 
I would forget the weariness of motion; 
I would forget the winds, 

Save as a phantom moves 

Where they met death at sunset 
Among high trees. 

I would forego the day 

Whose passing loud processional 
(Vermilion chariots and gold!) 

Frays out to silence in this shade 

As the tide’s questing 

Thins to winking foam. 


I have made gardens 
Whose splendors spread 
Like peacock feathers 
Beside still fountains 
Where evening clouds look down 
Long Alpine steeps 
To buried stars. 
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CUPS OF ILLUSION 


I would lose sight of festivals and faces, 
Be deaf to trumpets 

And the challenge of changing streets — 
Hear only the rumor of living 

Broken to beauty 

And blown.as a shower of petals 

From a tree too long in bloom. 

I would live in the pride of silence 
Where dreams and illusions 

Keep faith with loveliness — 

Where passion waits like a flower, 

No more shaken by the wind, 

But cupping its petals to the dew 

As little hands kissed palmwise 

Curl on the memory of fragrant lips. 


I have made gardens «ee 


THE ROAD 


I must not forget 

that I am part of this — 
allied to all of it — 
grasses and lakes 

and the muttering wind. 
I must not stand aside 
and watch them pass, 

nor cheer their flying flags 
from a roadside place. 


We are one company — 

the pushing crowd of asters, 
the vast companies of clouds 
whose pomp troubles the west, 
the slim shadows 

trailing in the corn — 

we are one company 

and we go together 

to one place. 


I must not forget 

nor let them pass 

with destinies and destinations 
on their curling flags. 


I must not wait: 
they go so fast... 


Give me my flag! 
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AUGUST GARDENS 


Fauuinc petals and dusty leaves 
And drooping flower heads 
Beneath unpitying skies 
Unpromising of cloud or change — 
Yet some faint life still moves 

In your pale veins; 

Some dumb, unknowing courage 
Meets each day’s mocking sun. 


How you keep faith with wind and rain! 


I watch you in your silence, 
Touch your curled tendrils, 

While my eyes 

Search Heaven for promise 

Or for change. 


Can you know in your dim nerves 

The touch of one who waits like you 
And still keeps faith with God 

As you keep faith with wind and rain? 


¥8 


LEAF PRINTS 


I 


I went all day 

Along the roads 

Where leaf shadows lay 
Black-letter like 

Upon the scrolls that wind 
From hill to hill. 


Watching, I strove to read a secret 
That so surely hides 

In the thick printing. 

But ever as I glimpsed a word 
The wind shook 

And blurred the text, 

And struck new shapes 


That baffled me. 
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LEAF PRINTS 
II 


WHAT is it 
That they say — 
Leaves and turning waters? 


I listened — 

There was a murmur 

In words I almost understood. 
I was too near, 

Perhaps too far away; 

But when I moved 

The stream was silent 

For a little space, 

Then sounded, fainter still, 
Far down the mountain side. 
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LEAF PRINTS 
IIt 


I Tonk these solitudes may know 
Something of peace, 

Maybe of destiny. 

It is so still — 

Only a slight kind of music 

In the tree tops, 

Intricate rhythms 

Of a trillion leaves — 


Peace? 

... these twisted trees 
Agonize with strange enemies; 
These snarled vines are tense 
In struggle; 

The very rocks 

Press toward the valley; 

And in the shadow 

Silent death wars endlessly. 
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LEAF PRINTS 


IV 


Tue rocks may know the story — 
They wear the scars 

Of ancient fires and floods. 

Under a glass I can see the trace 
Of hieroglyphs — 


But the winds have worn them thin, 
Like coins whose royal effigies 
Are effaced by endless payments. 


I turn again valleyward — 

And all above me cliffs and trees 
Shout through the night, 

Their utterance lost 

In the vast breakers 


Of the wind. 


§2 


PEAKS 


Quiet faces, 

That look in faith 

On distance, 

I will come to you 

And gaze upon that peace. 


I cannot tell © 

If it be wind you see 
Across the summer grain, 
Or the shaken agony 

Of driven seas. 
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THE COTTONWOOD 


QUIVERING day 

Flooding out to the white rim of sky — 
Quicksilver wash among thin shadows 
And stillness crowding upon the house. 


Outside my window 

Green leaves stir in their noon sleep 
And sing the mirage of silence — 
Sound of rain in a dusty land! 
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CHAPTERS 
I 


THERE was no thunder, 

but a sigh, 

as the tides of chaos 

folded back before the sleeve 
of God. 


The serious fingers 

warmed the casual clay 

which fled, quicksilver, 

at the ardent touch. 

The patient fingers 

coaxed the quaking drops together — 
Jehovah spoke. ... 


The lean clay whitened, 
bent like a taut bow — 


Adam yawned and stretched 
and answered to his name. 
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CHAPTERS 
II 


Apam’s hair was like a thornbush 
for discontent: 
Adam was rude to leopards. 


There was no bud on any tree, 
but full blown flowers: 

the month of Eden 

was both April and September. 
Twilight and dawn 

were other faultless noons. 


Eden was a picture - 
made on glass — 
motionless in the silence 


of completion. 


Adam slept in the crystal weather. 
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CHAPTERS 


III 


Wuite Adam slept 

it was a shaft of light that fell 

and pricked him, like a silver arrow, 
in the side. 


And then she rose 

a pale curl of smoke, at first, 

that wavered on the slanting stair 

of thin celestial splendor; 

unfurled at last, 

more certain ivory and gold, 

to a blossom’s full surprise, 

and drifted idly from God’s finger tips 
along the neat and flowered ways 

of Eden’s Paradise, 
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CHAPTERS 
WwW 
Wirs throat more luminous 
than the peacock’s is, 
and defter in his curving 
than the tiger, 
he was her favorite companion 


on promenades beyond the reach 
of Adam’s reverential voice. 


He had a fancy more beguiling 
than Adam had — 

his apt renaming of the beasts © 
provoked her charming laughter. 


The fruit was incident to mocking — 
she had not been intent on knowledge. 


CHAPTERS 


V 


A winp blew down from Eden 
where a faint glare rose and fell 
as the sword circled. 

The leaves quivered up the trees 
and gave a shrill complaint: 
Eve’s mouth went blue. 

The furious waters lunged 

like black jaguars — 

it was cold. 


Was this divine, forbidden knowledge? 
Had God known always of the cold? 
Adam’s hand was warm: 

Eve looked back and thought of God 
shivering alone in Eden. 
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ORCHESTRATIONS 


THERE was leaf singing 

in the morning — 

filagree patterns of singing 

when many leaves shook 

and the poplars made a sound 
more like the voice of little waters 
than of singing, 

more like the sound of waters 
speaking 

as they curl their dripping fingers 
in the beaded hair of sedges, 
more like whispered wishing 

as they leaned upon the air, 

than like singing — 

more like weeping... 


The poplars laid their silver hands, 
palms together, 

along their silver faces, 

as they leaned all day 

upon the hearts of unseen lovers 
while their whispering 

of most slight and maiden passions 
cooled against the morning 

and became most involute 

and intricate — 

more like longings, 
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ORCHESTRATIONS 


lost and drifted, purely sound,. 
of chance fountains in a stream 
of transient... cool 
green-curled shadows, 

than like singing. 


Leaf silent hemlocks... 

conclave of sinister, 

meaning and magician brows. 
Outstretched straight arms 

filling with dense crystal » 

unflawed and polished silence 

the deep glowing emerald 

of quite unstirred and baleful dark. 


‘There was leaf silence 

and the straight gesture 

of silence 

and the clear visible thunder 
of clustered silence... 


There was wing singing 

in the undimpled lakes 

of level uncurled noon— 
brilliant notes of incredible 
dainty and most complicate 
swift shuddering — 

weaving of singing masks — 
flickering 
93 


CUPS OF ILLUSION 


of ancient blurred eyes 
of sun-eaten, bitter, and most weary 
statue faces of high noon. 


There was wing singing 

in the stony eyes — 

unfurling of pointed shuttling 
thin banners 

and a crinkling quick refolding. 


There was sea singing. 

The woman sea 

with long outreaching 

and most delicate pale trembling fingers, 
the woman sea 

laughing and singing 

her long recrooning and sweet 
destructive grave-song to the sand, 

the woman sea 

reaching with slow most soft 

and sure compelling white embracing arms 
singing — 

singing above the moan of sands 

yielding and slipping sands, 

falling through the clasping 

quick glittering seductive fingers 

of the woman sea, — 

sands 

falling back to the foaming 
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ORCHESTRATIONS 


green dark whirl 
of the hidden deep insatiate heart 
of the woman sea, 
the woman sea 
singing her gay insatiate grave-song 
above the crying sand... 
sea singing... 

sea singing... 

above drowned sands, 


There was wind singing 

on the high cliffs. 

Cataracts of high singing — 
and decorations 

of running fingerings 

on the multitudinous light keys 
of tree tops. 


There was wind sound 

and moon silence — 

grave pauses in deep folded 
shaded and poised stillness — 


moon silence 

before crisp shell-fluted 

high harmonics 

of the upward rush of stars... 


THE GYPSY 
Brown fiddle — you are a gypsy! 


That proud still song — the Brahms — 
that was not you: 


I saw you lying warm 
against Rigo’s throat... 
Fringed petticoat 
like a red wing of lightning, 
flash of gold garters 
on a quick bare knee, 
and a cry 
that is choked with threat — 


the sweet pent breath 
of a kiss too long — 
} 
That — that is you — 
wine-breasted gypsy fiddle! 
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REFLETS DANS L’EAU 
(Arter Desussy) 


INVERTED birches sway like moss 
with the marcelled grasses 

in a globe of silver air. 

Spectral bones of sycamores 

bend their joints 

in a dance macabre. 

A humming beetle twines the shade 
with a cord of gold; 

and the wraith-like rainbow fishes 
slip and hide among the folds 

of the crinkled cloth of crystal 
where closed lilies quiver, 
breast-round, breast-white, 

in kissed ecstasies. 
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CE QU’A VU LE VENT DE L’OUEST 
(AFTER Desussy) 


EAGER seas riding landward, 
plum-blossom crest and blue opal, 
unwaiting, 

wide armed to the sand. 

From the turbulent shore 

ardent waves in the clover, 
red-ridged with full flower, 

break soft at the feet © 

of cloaked poplars 

that strain toward the town. 
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CLAIR DE LUNE 
(Arter Desussy) 


Passion of silence among the trees, 
shaken passion upon the lake, 
eestasy of mystery and pent breath 
along the hedge —. 


shimmer of unimagined white! 


It is no ghost 

of restless light. 

It is the day’s own self, 
uncrowned of weary splendors, 
walking naked in the dark. 


ay 


HEROIC ELEGY 


Ong star, 

acute light — green — 
trickles through gray ashes 
into the sea. 


What march of hooded clouds! 
What stagger! 7 

What rise of arching thunder... 
(... drowning purple in the sea .. .) 


Lightning scar 

and trumpet cry. 

[Infinite tramp: strata of light 
strata of sound 


What stagger of hooded clouds! 
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FUNEBRE 


Heavy... 

too heavy... 

too heavy... 

Hold tight brother, 

set your heels and strain on. 

I see the stiff clay lumps by the hole, 


(Bright birds are swift in the air — 
like bright fish in cold water.) 


Too heavy... 

Bend your backs — 

I sweat too. 

The eyes of the dead are glass. 
The flesh of the dead is marble. 


The bones of the dead, adamant... 
heavy. 


Busy little blind heads 
will break his bones... 
... four steps more. 


(See the olive tree change key 
in the wind — 
the sunlight foaming through!) 
... two steps more, 
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DECORATIONS FOR AN IMAGINARY 
BALLET 


I 


Out of great tombs, 
out of the burnt red stone, 
out of hot darkness... 


Stiff cloth of amber 

over the waving beaten gold 
to mark the aching gesture 
of unforgotten love 

and ancient sharp denials. 


Hide the acrid brown flanks 
with clay-white cloth 

and clasped copper; 

hide the dry teeth 

and the thin husks of lips 
with shreds 

of emerald powdered veils 
out of old tombs. 


Let music urge 

in heated waves, 

let it pour topaz fire 
of sounding 

in the gray silence. 


Let fierce desire stalk 
out of old tombs. 
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DECORATIONS FOR AN IMAGINARY 
BALLET 
II 
Sounp the flat gold 
of Chinese scales; 
let sound the red gold 
of old gongs 
and the light gold 
of oboes. 


Spread metal-blue 

upon the stair, 

pale rose and darker rose, 
_ and stream cruel lights 

upon them. 


Now let Bativa dance — 
Bativa, painted white, 
with purple over her eyes — 
let her dance the yearning 
of rattling palmettos - 
for the sea mist, — 
of black water 
for the moon — 
let her dance the passion flow 
of dark loam 
into apple blossoms, 
and the fall of apple blossoms 
into brown grasses. 
Sound! 
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DECORATIONS FOR AN IMAGINARY 
BALLET 


III 


Twist crystal in your long hair — 
bend that your long hair may stream 
windward. 

Tie crystal around your thin wrists 
and let cold glitter of fringe 

slip on your apple-smooth thighs 

and fall like spent drops 

from the quick waves 

of your lifting knees. 


Set a half circle of hedge here — 
a box hedge fresh from late sun, 
smelling bitter spice from the sun. 


... dance to the moon, 
your breasts tossing — 
dance the throbbing assent 
of white fountains — 
open-armed to the moon — 


Dance assent! 
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DECORATIONS FOR AN IMAGINARY 
BALLET 


IV 


Dance backward — 
Listen! 


The bass strings always buckle 
under Pantino’s hands — 

he plays too loud. 

He would like to beat on a gong 
with a stone — 

on a gong big as the moon. 


Your green dress is just the light 
of the high moon 
on your roundness — 


Dance backward — out of the light. 
Your dress is a damp silk rag — 


Those rhythms pound like Strawinsky’s, 
they are love rhythms, 
they are nuptial rhythms... 
... under black trees 
...1n the fierce night 
Dance backward! 
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WIND IN THE SYCAMORES 


I know that sound — 

the cold terror of that inflowing, 
folding, and soft curling sound. 

Look where the green sail 

of the white-sparred sycamore 

dips and turns against the yellow ebb 
of the retiring sky. 


There is a whisper — 

a complicate, cool, sword-edged whisper 

of wild, voiceless agony 

and conscious white despair: 

the needle bright | 

innumerable keen filtering fingers 

of insinuate winds 

twist and thread and pierce and tear 

the thin sails of the ghost-sparred sycamore. 


I know that involute and muted 
delicate and fugal music 

of scarce moving, lover-breathed 
and perfect evening wind... 


Here is a shell, 
with girl-sweet rose upon it, 
a spiral cloud of pale incredible 
light fragile jasmine — 
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WIND IN THE SYCAMORES 


the strewn tenuous thread | 
of one most spectral voice 
lost from the sea... 


...a changeless sound 

of the sea’s insatiate gnawing — 

it is the sound of laughter, 

sound of steady teeth eating the land, 
insane hurricane 

and thunder of falling sands 

softened to xolian melody — 


twin music of the evening wind 
tearing with sharp graceful 
undulant caressing fingers 

the green tatter of a leafy sail. 
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THE PURSUIT 


Aways I have come too late 
upon the places where you moved, 
and the leaves, 

star shaped, and wing shaped, 
agile, shuddering leaves 

that closed upon your track, 

were like the flight 

of most strange, ecstatic birds, 


I have seen a light that sped 
along the purple furrow 

of your flowing shadow, 

like quick swimming gold 

of mythic fishes, deep enchanted 
by some intricate, high singing, — 
singing lost and twisted 

into whispering. 


I have seen a light that fled 

like refolding foam 

upon the sharp and delicate curved wake 
of your purple shadowed going. 


Your flying, slight and pointed steps 
upon the tall, quiescent, virginal, bent grasses — 
your penetrant and pointed cruel steps — 
lay like gold-edged arrows 
in the grasses. 
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THE PURSUIT 


Are you tigress? 

Are you wingéd — 

winged and arrow footed — 

white-sail swift and purple-shadow silent? 
Are you mould of wind — 
thousand winged? 

Are you fire and black striped, 

arrow footed, desperate tigress? 


Always I have been too late 

perfectly to surprise your sickle step; 
but I have seen the faces, 

scarred and slim, most frail swift faces, 
those who held you, 

those who knew you. — 


Now a fear is in me — 

fear like trembling waters, 

flying waters — 

waves that come, thunder broken, 
in retreat. 


A fear lives in the sinuous waters 
of my heart’s most secret pool 
of guarded stillness... 


Yet I must find you: 
I must break some curtain, 
starred and sounding, 
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CUPS OF ILLUSION 


of most slender, pale and swinging, 
white and silver willow leaves, — 
break some willow curtain, 

break and crumble the small shadows, 
come like swift pursuit of sun 

upon you — 


I must see you — 
have you — 
winged, 

fire or black, 

and arrowed! 


THE GIBBET 


Lines of cloud stream south, 

Copper tongues stretch from their hiding 
Under the hill, 

And a widening wind 

Hunts through an empty sky. 

A puddle 

Leers with a single eye. 


Squeal of a taut swung chain, 

Clink of tight chains — 

Four slow twisting chains — 

Holding black flutters of freezing rags 
On the road past St. Denis. 
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PORTRAIT 
I 


SHE was more like a tree upon a hill — 

More like a sycamore than anything — 

And was so much alone-up there, that spring 
Or fall or summer she seemed quite to fill 

A place which otherwise had lacked the trill 
Of birds and grace of leafy gesturing. 

I think no one of us could know the sting 

Of high free winds could be so keen — and kill. 


But all of us remember how the shade 

Crept sometimes down the slope and lingered 
there 

Among the trees that grew along the stream. 

We feel a lesser friendliness displayed 

Between us and the height — we miss a stair 

By which we climbed to know a hill-top dream. 
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PORTRAIT 


II 


SHE must have lived so long with only trees 

For friends, and so have known at last too well 

Some certain curious facts she could not tell 

To any one; for she found larger ease 

With things that had no faces, and took these 

To be a perfect sign of demon spell 

That soon or late would break the even hell 

Which seemed to be beyond this world’s ap- 
pease. 


And now that she has lived a rapture there 

Where none of us would venture — now it 
seems 

Almost as if a greater wisdom crowned 

Her every day than favors even rare 

Or final moments with its surest gleams; 

Nor can she tell us what it was she found. 
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PORTRAIT 


Il 


It was so much the way that tulips bloom, 
Her coming and the way she had with me — 
So much the way a tulip mocks a tree 

Which late in April keeps a winter gloom — 
That I, like one who guards in a close room 
Precarious fires, was wholly glad to see 

Such light, incautious burning — glad that she, 
Completely torch, made gay her certain doom. 


But since those bright, disturbing flowers are 
dark 

And lie, more ash than ember, on the ground, 

I feel a purpose in the brilliant play 

That was of very life, and less a mark 

Of folly than of knowing quite profound 

And perfect things about brief-living clay. 
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PORTRAIT 
IV 


SomMETIMEs when Eastern carpets wear so thin 

Their borders lie like fringes on the floor 

And even palace feet seem almost more 

Than the frail dreams and legends held within 

Mere thread and silk can bear, we begin 

For the first time to see a deeper store 

Of meaning in the place that had before 

Shown nothing where a meaning should have 
been. 


Perhaps what seemed futility in her 

Was, after all, the final strength of race 
Which, less flamboyant as it wins its goal, 
Became expressive of the things that were 
For each of us the highest certain grace — 
The ultimate design of his own soul. | 
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PORTRAIT 
V 


SHE had more friends among the dead than we 

And so felt more secure about some things 

Which lay beyond the casual reckonings 

Of what we said there could or could not be. 

So many journeys through the mist decree 

Some knowledge of the hidden trails, whence 
springs 

A certain sense that scorns all questionings 

Of grim but rock-firm heights we may not see. 


She knew the hill-trees and the cloudy steep 
Reveal but leaf and stone, familiar friends 
Who sing and love the sun. She often said 
The clearest sight is found in dark and deep 
With great finalities and simple ends — 

But then, she had her friends among the dead. 
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PORTRAIT 


VI 


THERE were a thousand better reasons why 
She should have lived so long, than just to be 
The chilly witness of her own decree 

That what seemed best in him must yet belie 
Itself by its own use and so comply 

With ancient saws about the men who see 

A greater beauty or a right where she 

Had always said both right and beauty die. 


And now since there remain but scattered 
shards 

Whose broken symbols still reveal the things 

He dreamed and was, I think she finds content 

In seeing how the dream itself discards 

The dreamer, and denies its imagings. — 

The shards prove frailty even of intent! 
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SONNETINO 


I 


THE thing arose in simple jest: 

The mask was for a moment’s need — 
Worn to amuse a casual guest; 

But there was born a new unrest 
That shook him like a river reed 

In signal of relentless quest. 


And so began the final task 
To make reality’s decrease 
The witness of a soul’s release. — 


Nor does he laugh behind the mask. 
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SONNETINO 
II 


I ruink he always viewed affairs 

Through abstract ethics — bred of mind — 
That somehow left the smaller cares 

Of separate hurt and casual snares 

To those who feel that being kind 

Can be a part of large warfares. 


And so the ones he loved, loved him 

No less perhaps than otherwise, 

But clothed their praise in abstract guise 
Unfit for man or Seraphim. 
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SONNETINO 


IIT 


Eartu holds a mirror up to God, 

He said, — the deep which seems too dark 
For leafage on the slightest rod 

Is mate to ways where stars go shod 

With flame, and where, remote and stark, 
Moves Deity, still one with clod. 


Narcissus-like, on rocky shelf, 

He leaned to watch a watery sky 
Whose splendors lit a golden cry 

Of heights and depths about himself. 
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